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A On* Sided Argument. 
" H e wants to marry Mary." 
"Wel l?" 
" W h a t do you think of him?' ' 
"Oh. he's all right, 1 guess!" 
"But doesn't it strike you t h a t he is 

a little bit foolish?" 
"Of course, dearest, I cannot argue 

tha t with you. because the fact tha t 
he wan t s to get married would give 
you the strangle hold."—Houston Post. 

Springtime 
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i] Chapter 
5 

IN all the fullness of life at its full 
—in the ut ter joy of life that 
conies to bojs of twenty newly 
freed fiom tha t exacting task-

mistress education. Gilbert Steele 
th rew loose the reins upon the with
ers of his mount and let the dainty 
bay have her will. She shook her 
head, curvett ing, making great pretense 
of fear a t blowing leaf or swinging 
moss. And he laughed in sympathy 
wi th her mood, ridiug erect, lithe, his 
well set up body swaying to her every 
move. 

Down the old road they sped. His 
eyes caught frequent vista of bayou 
a n d marsh and meadow and some
t imes the spreading sweep of the river 
beyond. Now and again he bent to 
avoid swaying branch or dead gray 
cluster of Spanish moss. 

At length he came to the head of 
t he old live oak avenue tha t led to the 
great house tha t was his destination. 
H e swung his mai*e around the huge 
old post and sped forward. At length 
he could see the house. 

H e dismounted. There was no one 
about, so he tied his horse and mount
ed the crumbling steps. 

Coming to the door, he knocked. 
There was no answer. He knocked 
again and again and again. It was an 
impor tant mission tha t he was on. 
Surely some one must be about. He 
hesitated for a moment, then, thrust
ing the door open, entered. 

I t was an old room and very somber. 
H e could see no one in it. 

H e called: 
"Mr. de Valette! Mr. de Valette! 

M r . ' d e Valette!" No one answered. 
Then suddenly he saw asleep on a 

mahogany sofa by the fireplace a girl 
H e turned to tiptoe from the room. 
But then he had never seen before a 
girl quite like her—so delicate, so 
fragile, of such perfect beauty. There 
was within him something tha t made 
him stop. H e stopped. There was 
something within him tha t bade him 
go very silently to her and to look at 
her more closely—she, so wonderful. 
And he went to her silently, obeying 
t h a t within him, and looked, bending 
over the high back of the great seat. 
Yes, she was beautiful—very—and more 
wonderful far than he had thought— 
t h e lips half parted—red lips--and be-

She said In hushed voice of great 
wonder: 

"1 thought you were iu my dream!" 
H e took a step back, embarrassed, 

fingers clutching his hat . 
"I—I came to see Mr. de Valette," 

he said awkwardly . "I am Mr. Roder
ick Steele's son. Gilbert Steele. My 
father has written to Mr. de Valette. 
I—1 am here by appointment." 

"Your name is Gilbert?" she asked. 
"Yes." 
She said gravely a s she rose and 

faced him: 
"My name is Madeleine." 
H e repeated it after her slowly, with 

a little intake of breath. 
"Madeleine—Madeleine!" And then, 

"I t ' s a wonderful name!" 
"Gilbert is wonderful, too," she de

clared very seriously. 
There was a little pause. H e asked 

at length: 
"Do you live here?" 
"Yes," she replied. 
"How long have you lived here?" 
"All my life. M. de Valette is my fa

ther " 
"But why didn't I know?" he de

manded. "I live within five miles!" 
"Only five miles!" she cried "Why 

didn't you know?" 
He said slowly, appalled wi th the 

thought-
"1 might never have known if my 

father hadn' t sent me here to see your 
father!" 

"Do you want to see my father 
now?" she asked. 

He replied, with a reluctance all ap
parent : 

"Yes.; I must." 
"Shall I go and tell h im?" 
"If yon please." 
"Then 1 v>ill." 
"Thank you," he acknowledged 

lugubriously. 
But she did not move, nor did he. 

and for a long time they stood, looking 
at one another. 

" H a \ c j o u always lived only five 
miles awaj ?" she asked at length. 

"Well." ho replied. "I 've been away 
a good deal. They sent me to be 
educated " 

"And are you?" she asked. "Are 
you all educated?" 

He said seriously: 
"Yes. it 's finished." 
"Then you won't h a v e to go away 

any more, will you?" 
"Not to school." 
She said, a t length, thoughtfully: 
"You must know a great deal. And 

yet"— 
"And yet w h a t ? " 
" I t will be a long t ime," she replied 

"Will you give me one?" he asked* 
a bit diffidently. 

She replied, in emphasis as his own: 
" I should say I would!" 
She plucked from the mass upon the 

table a rose, tendering it to him.. 
"After you've seen my father, will 

you have to go home?" she asked. 
"Yes," he answered. "I ' ll have to 

take the answer to a letter." 
"But you'll come back again?" 
"Yes, I will." 
"Can you come back this very d a y ? " 
"Yes " 
"And tomorrow, too?" she persisted. 

"Will you come tomorrow, too, per
haps ?" 

"Tomorrow," he repeated; then, 

tea 

ST was na tura l tha t Mile, de Va
lette. entering the room and 
then ' finding them, should not 
understand. Thus she gave a 

little cry of alarm, and hei- brother, 
coming behind, strode forward swiftly. 

"Wha t is i t?" he demanded. 
"A s t ranger!" cried Mile, de Valette. 

"He ' s frightened Madeleine!" 
De Valette turned upon Gilbert. 
"So!" he said. "These are American 

manners, are they—to enter a gentle-

"MADEIiEINE—IT'S A WONDERFUL NAME " 

seriously, thoughtfully, "before you'll 
be quite an old gentleman, won' t i t?" 

He said bo.A ishly: 
"Why. no! I'm twenty already." 
"You're twenty years old." she 

repeated, marveling. 
"And," he v e n t on, "I'll be twenty-

one in less than a year." 
"But ," she protested, "you're only 

twenty now I'll be twenty in less 
than three years ." 

"Then," he said impressively, "I am 
just three years older than you. Well, 
I think a man ought to be three years 
older than a woman." ' 

She asked, a little troubled: 
"Very much older?" 
"Well ," he returned judicially, "eh 

—three or four years ." 
She turned toward the window. 

•I T H O U G H T YOU W E R E IN MY DREAM." 

tween them teeth of perfect whiteness. 
H e r hair was of brown gold, and the 
sun was in it. And her cheek was 
like the pink of a seashell. He looked, 
[Wondering, deep in the depth of ad
miration that comes of that wonder
ment . 

She st irred a little. He knew tha t 
h e should go. But there was within 
h im something tha t would not let him, 
BO he stayed. At length she stirred; 
wonderful eyes of violet opened. They 
looked a t him. A tiny white hand 
rose, fluttered, then went toward nlni, 
touching his coat. 
I H e cried breathlessly: 
' "Oh , pardon, pardon!" 

"Isn ' t it lovely out in the sun 
today?" she asked. 

"I came pretty fast ," he said. "I 
galloped all the way." 

"Did you?" she cried. "Oh, what 
color is your horse?" 

"Come look a t i t ." 
"Oh," she cried eagerly, "some t ime 

will you let me ride i t?" 
" I should say I would!" he assented 

emphatically There were flowers on 
the table. He stopped suddenly, see
ing them. 

"Did you pick these flowers?" he 
said. 

She nodded. "Jus t a little while 
ago." she replied 
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"DO YOU T H I N K 1 WANT TO COME BACK TO FIND YOU MARRIED? ' 

with sudden gloom, "No, I can ' t come 
tomorrow." 

" W h y ? " she queried. 
He said slowly: 
" I t ' s a secret." 
"But ." she cried brightly, "you can 

come the day after." 
, For a moment he was silent. Then 
he said abrupt ly: 

"Do you a h \ a y s wear a white dress 
like t ha t ? " 

She asked wistfully: 
"Do you like i t?" 
" I t ' s wonderful." he cried. " I think 

all women in the world ought to wear 
white dresses! And you always wear 
a white dress—like t h a t ? " 

She said lightly: 
"Well, until after I 'm marr ied to 

Raoul." 
H e started back from her, eyes wide, 

lips apart . He said slowly, almost 
dazedly: 

"Until—after—you're—married!" 
She nodded. "Yes," she replied 

casually. She was not looking at him 
now. "You see. I'm to be married to 
my cous'n." 

"You mean i t ?" he asked. H e could 
not quite believe. 

She responded cheerfully. 
" I t ' s all arranged. M. Raoul Is quite 

an old gentleman. I have jus t met 
him. He is very pleasant." 

"You're promised?" 
"Why, yes ' " She spoke with faint 

surprise. To her it was quite a matter 
of course. She was very young—she 
did not know 

H e looked at her for a long moment, 
eyes fixed upon her. At length he 
said, in the bitter resignation tha t is 
of youth-

"That ' s all, then." 
She asked apprehensively: 
"All wha t?" 
He said slowly—very slowly: 
"All of everj thing." 
"You don't mean"— she began quick

ly. 
He swung around sharply. 
" I t ' s the last t ime I shall come here," 

he declared. 
"But why?" she asked. 
"I said tha t it was a secret why I 

couldn't come tomorrow," he returned 
bitterly. "But now I can tell you. It 's 
because I'm going to the war." 

An involuntary little cry left her 
quivering lips. 

"Our company marches tonight." 
"You mustn ' t go!" she exclaimed 

tensely. "I don't want you to go!" 
"And now I hope tha t I won' t come 

back!" He turned away . 
She cried s t r i (kenly: 
"You're angry with me!" 
"No. I'm not." 
"Yes, you are ," she asserted, "or you 

wouldn't £0 aw ay. You wouldn't even 
say tha t you were going. You're an
gry. W h a t have I done?" I t was all 
in a breath—swift, broken. 

He cried with bitterness, turn ing on 
her: 

"Do you think I want to come back 
to find you marr ied?" 

"But how can I help t h a t ? " she 
asked tremulously. "I must be obedi
ent. I a lways have been obedient." 

She was before him, eager, agonized, 
protesting. But he was obdurate. The 
iron had bitten deep. He said slowly: 

"I can' t even see you again—never." 
A deadly pallor overspread the young 

girl 's face. The words of her new
found friend and admirer came to hei 
as a distinct shock 

man's house unannounced—to fright
en a lady?" 

Gilbert turned, his shoulders squar
ed, for, while he was a boy he was 
in many ways a man, and he lacked 
not in either courage or dignity. 

"Mr. de Valette," he said proudly, 
" I am Gilbert Steele. My father sent 
me here by appointment." 

"Whose?" queried De Valette. " I t 
takes two to make an appointment." 

" H e sent me for an answer to his 
letter." 

"Ah. yes!" cried De Valette, bowing 
low. "He wishes to know what price 
I put upon my home! May I risk the 
indelicacy of inquiring if you have 
heard that this poor house of mine 
is on the market?" 

"No, sir. But my father considered 
it a fair proposal." 

"By any chance," Inquired De Va
lette harshly, "could either he or you 
consider it merely as a piece of effron
tery?" 

"No, sir," returned Gilbert, the color 
mounting his cheeks. 

"Of course you couM not!" The 
smothered anger in the breast of De 
Valette was finding flame. "But 1 hap
pen to regard it so. Tell your father ," 
he went on. " tha t he shall not have 
the last acres of Valette. And beg 
him to do rue this courtesy: Tha t if he 
shall ever have occasion to send me 
another message let it not be upon 
this subject nor by this messenger. 
Explain to him tha t gentlemen of 
French descent have curious prejudices 
against intrusion upon their house
holds. Moreover, learn th is for your
self, because a lack of knowledge in 
such mat ters may sometimes prove 
embarrassing—even dangerous—to you: 
Our young gentlewomen are not to be 
addressed or come upon in such a way 
as has been yours." 

Gilbert Steele, color yet higher, faced 
the other with dignity. 

"I did not intend any offense." he 
said quietly "I am very ignorant of 
French custom's. Certain of them I 
could never hope to comprehend. Be 
assured tha t I shall never Interfere 
w ith any of them again or shall I have 
the honor willingly to present myself 
here after today." 

H e turned. Lightly, behind the pro
tection of his body, he dropped the 

"But ," protested iniie. a e vaiet te , 
"she 's to t ry on her wedding dress." 

"After we have drunk her health,'* 
said O'Mara. H e raised his glass. 
"My dear"— 

They raised their glasses then—her 
father, the priest, her betrothed—they 
raised their glasses to her. Mechanic
ally she remembered; mechanically she 
courtesied. They turned one to anoth
er, clinking their glasses. 

"To the bride!" they cried, the three 
together. And then her aunt had 
gone. No one was looking. Suddenly 
tha t which was within her became 
greater and yet more great. I t be
came greater than habi t or fear or 
obedience. I t became the greatest 
th ing of all the world—greater even 
than tha t great emptiness that was 
her heart . One person of all the world 
she wanted, and tha t o r e was Gilbert. 
One thing of all the things there were 
she wanted, and tha t thing was to 
be with him, of him, his, and to have 
him nere. They were not looking. 
Came to her ears dimly as from il
limitable distance the words: 

"To a bright wedding day!" 
And it was then that she fled, blind

ly, wildly, following him—Gilbert. 
* * * * * * * 
Deep in the underbrush, clinging to 

the shadows of a fallen log. Wolf 
found Crawley, his recruit. He strode 
to him 

"What are you hiding for?" 
Crawley came forth shivering, im

pelled by the heavy but t of a long 
rifle. 

"1 thought there might be British 
about," he said fearfully. "I—I was 
going to ambush them." 

"You'll get all the ambushing you 
want tomorrow," the other rejoined 
contemptuously. 

"You—you don' t think there'll be a 
real battle, do you, Mr. Wolf?" ven
tured the recruit quakingly. 

The other snorted. 
"I don't believe you'll be able to tell 

it from a real one," he returned. 
"Do you think we'll all be—killed?" 
Wolf eyed him severely. 
"Something tells me, Crawley," he 

said at length, " tha t you're going to 
be one of the survivors of this war." 

There could be no doubt of the fer
vor with which the recruit replied: 

"Oh. I do want to be!" 
Wolf again eyed him. 
"See here, my son," he said, "are 

you considerable of a coward?" 
"Oh. Mr. Wolf" - began Crawley In 

expostulation. And then: "Yesterday, 
when you were making tha t speech In 
the village, I felt dreadful patriotic 
and reckless. But somehow it ain ' t 
the same today, when we've got to 
march!" 

"See here. Pr iva te Crawley." said 
Wolf sternly, "do you know where 
we put a man tha t gets to shakin' 
when he has shootin' to do? We stand 

" I DID NOT INTEND ANT OFFENSE " 

rose tha t Madeleine had given him, 
casting it upon the chimney seat. At 
the door he turned and bowed. Then 
he was gone. Madeleine stood watch
ing, white fingers lacing and interlac
ing, There was in ber heart that 
which she did not know, she did not 
understand. Only it hurt—it hur t so 
much. H° r father was saying: 

"Hah! Tha t clears the air of Yan
kee riffraff." 

Fa ther O'Mara chuckled. 
"Fai th ," he said, "he is a gallant 

young rooster, t ha t Gilbert Steele. I 
know him." 

Louise had come Into the room, car
rying a decanter of wine and glasses. 
Madeleine saw her dimly. And now 
her aunt was speaking. 

"Madeleine," she said, "come, my 
dear!" 

O'Mara, lifting his hand, sa id: 
"Not fo* a minute yet " 

' A Burmese Custom. 
Among the Burmese a uewly mar

ried couple to insure a happy life ex
change tea leaves steeped in oil. 

Well Posted. 
"Excuse me, ma'am." said the book 

canvasser to the lady who had opened 
the door in answer to 'lis ring, "but if 
you have a few moments to spare I'd 
Uk3 to show you the great work on 
the 'HaDits of Savage Animals . ' " 

"No use wai t ing your time, young 
n r n . " replied the lady. "I 've been 

! married three t i n u s and know all 
•bou t their habi ts ." 

l /Acadienne placed her hands on ber 
hips, smiling a little. 

"You have my good wish in the 
fight," she said simply. " I think you 
have good hearts . T h a t is not so fre
quent." 

An idea had come to Wolf. H e 
turned to her. 

"Are you in any part ie ' lar hur ry?" 
he asked. 

She smiled again. 
"Me?" she said. "My hurry is all a t 

an end. What is it t ha t you w a n t ? " 
"Do you know young Gilbert Steele?" 
She shook her head. 
"Tha t won' t mat ter ," he replied 

"He ' s a mighty likely young feller of 
this neighborhood, and he's joined 
Wolf's sharpshooters unbeknowst to 
his father, so I had to bring his rifle 
here for him. He'll be here for it, but 
I «haven't had no chance to give him 
the word tha t here's where the com
pany is to meet and s tar t from, and I 
wan t him to s tay here. Now, if you'd 
jus t wait here and tell him for me it 'd 
give me a chance to foller a darned 
coward"—he glanced in the direction 
in which Crawley had disappeared— 
" tha t I think is going to desert. I 
could make sure he comes back." 

She nodded. Indifferently she said: 
" I will do it ." 

"Well, I take tha t kindly of you." he 
acknowledged. H e handed her the ex
t ra rifle that he carried and unslung 
the second powderhorn tha t lay across 
his shoulder. She took them and went 
to the cleft t ree tha t stood by the log. 

" I will put them here for him," she 
said. 

Wolf turned. 

"He'll be here," he said; "a likely 
lookin' young feller with pleasin' man
ners. Jest ask him if his name's Gil
bert Steele and give 'em to him." And 
he was gone. 

L'Acadienne had forgotten him ere 
he had vanished from sight. She stood, 
arms akimbo, silent, motionless. Only 
her eyes moved, and they moved not 
much. At length she heard the bushes 
rustle behind her. She turned. 

Came toward her Madeleine de Va
lette. Golden brown hair was dishev
eled. Her eyes were wide. The hem 
of her white dress was torn, and to it 
adhered a bit of vine—a bramble. 

Madeleine came forward slowly. 
"Have you seen any one pass this 

way?" she asked. 
"Why?" L'Acadienne wondered; t he 

wonderment was in her voice. 
Madeleine said: 
" I was following some one, but he 

was very far ahead and on horseback. 
H e rode into the woods, and I lost 
sight of him, but I kept following." 

L'Acadienne shrugged her lithe shoul
ders expressively. She said: 

"M. Raoul de Valette is a difficult 
man to follow, as many have found." 

"M Raoul de Valette! But I am 
not following him." 
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him out iu front, r ight up close to the 
enemy, so's he won't miss 'em." 

Crawley gulped 
"Oh, I won' t shake, Captain Wolf! 

I promise not to shake!" 
"Where 's your powderhorn?" de

manded Wolf suddenly. 
Crawley felt behind his back. He 

said slowly, quakingly, "I must 'a' 
forgot it." 

"What!" 
"I—I must 'a ' left it a t home " 
"Immortal Joshaway!" exclaimed 

Wolf. "Go back for it. And be sure 
you're back here a t sunset when the 
company marches." 

Crawley, more quickly than he had 
moved yet, scrambled across the log 
and vanished in the enshrouding un
derbrush. Wolf watched him go, dis
gust planted deep in his bronzed and 
wrinkled visage. When he turned it 
was to face L'Acadienne. 

"Ah, Trapper Wolf," she said easily, 
"your company has a rendezvous here, 
eh?" 

H e nodded satisfiedly. 
"Company's full; recruitin 's finish

ed," he rejoined complacently. "I tell 
you, my boys from these trails will 
know how to help Andy Jackson chase 
them British varmints into the rivpr. 
You know wha t we call the company 
—Wolf's sharpshooters, and we're to 
meet here a t sunset. That ' s the word 
sent out—'by the fallen log and the 
holler t r e e . ' " 

"Not he?" L'Acadienne cried, sur
prised. 

Madeleine shook her little head—the 
head that was so like a lily upon its 
stem. 

"Oh, no!" she said simply. 
"One so fortunate as to be betrothed 

to M. Raoul de Valette and searching 
for another man!" L'Acadienne spoke 
slowlv, curiously. 

Madeleine said, almost piteously: 
"Oh, so far! I have never been as 

far as this be
fore. I t is hard 
coming through 
these woods." 

"Who is i t ?" 
d e m a n d e d the 
other. "Who is 
it tha t you fol
low?" 

"His name Is 
Gilbert"— 

"Gilbert Steele?" 
cried L'Acadienne 
quickly. 

"Do you know 
•him ?" exclaimed 
Madeleine eager
ly. "Have you 
seen him?" 

"I have a mes-
s a g e for h i m 
too." She was 
looking a t t h e 

Blender little figure Intently. She said 
suddenly, "I t might be that I could 

'WHO IS IT THAT 
YOU FOLLOW?" 

Local G. N. Time Table-
All odd numbered trains are West bound. 
All even numbered trains are East bound. 

save you some little trouble If yon 
tell me your message." 

" I t isn ' t a message." 
"You want to see h im?" She said it 

shrewdly, eagerly. 
"Oh. yes." 
L'Acadienne went on eagerly. "You 

w a n t to look a t him? You w a n t to be 
with him, near by, so t h a t you can 
talk with him—talk all you like? I'm 
r ight?" 

"Oh, I must!" Madeleine cried. "He 
Is hur t with me," she went on, explain
ing rapidly. "He got angry with me 
so suddenly. H e was offended. I 
didn' t know wha t to do, and then they 
all came. My father was so bitter 
with him and spoke so harshly to him, 
and he said tha t he would never come 
back and went away. Don' t you un
ders tand? I must see him and tell 
him. I don ' t w a n t him to be hurt ." 

[TO BE CONTINUED.! 1 

STATE HOSPITAL FOR INEBRIATES, 
WILLMAR, MINN. 

Sealed proposa ls -will be received by the 
S t a t e Board of Cont ro l , a t their office in the 
S t a t e Capi to l Building, St . Pau l , Minnesota , 
unti l 12 M. M o n d a y , M a y 9 th . 1910, tor the 
erection and completion of New Buildings for 
the S t a t e Hosp i ta l for Inebriates , located a t 
Willmar, Minn , including the general con
t r a c t work , P lumbing and Hea t ing work , 
and Electric w o r k and fixtures, in accordance 
w i th p lans and specifications furnished by 
Clarence H . Johns ton , Architect, No. 715 
Capi ta l Bank Building, St . Pau l , Minn. 

Bid t o be submit ted only on form supplied 
by the Architect; no o ther form of b(d will be 
considered Bid will be accompanied by a 
certified check for 2 per cent of a m o u n t 
of bid, payable t o the S t a t e Board 
of Contro l , which check will be re turned 
when building con t r ac t is executed. 

Copies of above plans and specifications 
m a y be seen a t the Builder's Exchange, St . 
Paul , Minn. , Builder 's Exchange, Minneapo 
lis, Minn., Builder 's Exchange, Duluth, 
Minn., a t the Bank of Willmar, Willmar. 
Minn. , and a t the office of the S t a t e Board 
of Cont ro l , on and after Wednesdav, April 
20 th , 1910. E x t r a copies of p lans and spe
cification m a y be obtained on appl icat ion t o 
the Architect, on the paymen t of the cos t for 
duplicat ion. 

Successful bidder mus t furnish the Board 
w i th a Surety Company Bond in 75 per cent 
of the a m o u n t of con t rac t . 

The r igh t is reserved t o accept o r reject 
any o r all bids . 10-2t 

' F i r s t publicat ion April 20-3t.) 

TAX JUDGMENT SALE 
P u r s u a n t t o a Real E s t a t e T a x Judgmen t 

of the District Cour t , of the C o u n t y of K a n 
diyohi, S t a t e of Minnesota , entered the 28 th 
day of March, A. D. 1910, in proceedings for 
enforcing paymen t of Taxes and Penalt ies 
upon Real E s t a t e in the Coun ty of Kand iyo
hi, S t a t e of Minnesota , remaining delinquent 
on the first M o n d a y m J a n u a r y , 1910 , and 
t o the S t a t u t e s in such case made and provid
ed, I shall, on the Second Monday , being the 

9th day of May, A. D. 1910, 
a t ten o'clock in the forenoon, a t my office in 
the Cour t House, in the Ci ty of Willmar and 
Coun ty of Kandiyohi , Minnesota , sell t he 
lands which are charged w i t h Taxes , Penal
ties and Cos ts in Said Judgment , and on 
which Taxes shall n o t have been previously 
paid . 

JOHN FEIG, 
Auditor , Kandivohi County , Minn. 

(SEAL) Dated a t Willmar, Minnesota , 
this 9 th day of April, A. D. 1910. 

AUCTION SALE 
Having rented my farm I will 

sell at Public auction at my farm 
in section 20, Colfax, on 

Tuesday, May 3, 
commencing at 10 o'clock (should 
the weather be stormy the sale will 
occur the following day) the fol
lowing described property: 

One bay mare, 14 years old; 1 
sorrel horse, 16 year old; 1 colt 
coming 2 years; 6 cows, 3 coming 
fresh at once and 3 this fall; 1 bull 
coming 2 years; 3 yearling steers; 4 
calves; 20 head sheep and 13 lambs; 
60 chickens; 1 Deering binder; 1 
W. A. Words mower. 5-ft; 1 seed
er ; 1 ten-f t hay rake; 1 three-horbe 
drag; 1 sulkey plow 16-inch with 
extra lay, brand new; 1 walking-
plow 16-inch; 1 walking plow 17-
inch; 1 breaking plow 16-inch; 2 
wide tire wagons; 13-horse harrow; 
1 iron wheel truck wagon; 1 plat
form buggy canopy top; 1 top bug
gy ; 1 cattle and hog rack combined; 
2 pair bobsleighs; 2 set work har
ness; 1 hay rack; 200 dry oak posts, 
and some hard wood lumber; 1 De 
Laval Cream Separator; 1 Chicago 
Cottage Organ, good as new; 1 cook 
stove; 2 heating stoves; some Bur-
bank potatoes, tables, chairs, beds 
and bedding, and many other ar
ticles too numerous to mention. 

Free lunch at noon. 
Terms: All sums of $5 and un

der, cash; on larger amounts time 
will be given till Dec. 1, 1910, on 
bankable notes at 7 per cent inter
est. 

Aug. Lundgren, Owner. 
T. K. Hasbrouck, Auctioneer. 
J. O. Estrem, Clerk. 

DON'T WALK ON NAILS. 
The neatest job of Half soling is 

done at Erickson's Shoe Stor,e with 
a New Electric Stitcher and Polish
er. 

You can have the soles sewed on 
for the same price as nailed, so 
don't walk on nails. 

The New Shoe Store. 
27f G. A. Erickson, Prop. 

Spring is here, and I am again 
prepared to buy scrap iron, rags, 
rubbers and hides. Bring in any
thing in this line you may have for 
sale, or notify me by mail or tele
phone and I will call for it, whether 
you live in the city or in the coun
try. I pay the highest prices. 

J. J . Rivkin, 
608 Litchfield ave, W. 

Young lady—when attired in 
your new suit and bonnet, just 
drop in at Elkjer's studio and have 
your picture taken.—Get something 
fine this time. 8f 

Get your wool twine at Skoog & 
Anderson. 94 

The Metropolitan barber shop, 
Bank of Willmar building, B. T. 
Otos, proprietor, is the shop to get 
a shave, hair cut or bath. f 

Choice Barred Rocks. 15 Eggs, $1 
Mrs. Rosa Noll, R. 4, Brooten, Minn. 
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AUCTION SALE! 
I will sell at public auction on 

my farm in Section 6, Town of 
Willmar on 

Thursday, April 28, 
the following described property: 

One bay mare 8 years old, with 
foal, weight 1250; one black mare 
16 years old, weight 1400; one 
black horse 11 years old, weight 
1400; one black horse 12 years old, 
weight 1350, one bay colt coming 2 
years old, two cows, giving milk, 
two heifers, fresh soon, one, calf, 
one wide-tire Mandt wagon, nearly 
new, one narrow tired wagon, one 
top buggy, one road cart, one 6 ft, 
McCormick binder, one 5-ft McCor-
mick mower, one 10 ft. hay rake, 
one corn planter, new, one three 
horse harrow, one disc harrow, one 
riding corn cultivator, one 16 in. 
sulky plow, two walking plows, one 
breaking plow, one Hero fanning 
mill, one 1600 lb. scale, two hay 
racks, one pair bob sleighs, two 
sets working harness, one single 
harness, some hay, and other ar
ticles too numerous to mention. 

Sale begins at 10 o'clock. Free 
lunch will be served at noon. 

Terms of sale: All sums of $5 
and under, cash; over that amount 
time will be given on approved 
notes until November 1, 1910, bear
ing interest at the rate of 7 per 
cent. No property to be removed 
until settled for. 

MAREN J0RGENS0N, Owner. 
W. N. Davis, auctioneer. 
F. G. Handy, clerk. 2w 

Dr. C. W. Riches, 
(Medical and Osteopathic) 

506 ISTH AVE., S. E., MINNEAPOLIS 
H a s made special p r epa ra t i on for t h e 

successful t r e a t m e n t of all long-s tanding, 
difficult chronic diseases, such as sciat ica, 
rheumat ism, goi t re , s t omach , kidney a n d 
liver t roubles , a i lments of women, cancerous 
g r o w t h s , etc., etc. A large, p leasan t h o m e 
tor pa t i en t s . All Como cars pass house . 
Free consul ta t ion by mail invited. If 1 can
n o t help you 1 will tell you so . 

Tra in No. Arrives 
3—From St . P a u l 2:05 a. m.. 
4—From Seatt le 3:20 a. tn.,. 
9 — F r - m S t Pau l 11:10 p m.. 

10—From F a r p o , Grand F o r k s . 4:10 a. m. 
13—From St . Pau l 1:30 p . m . . 
14—From Farsro 1 :*0 p . m.., 
21—From St . Pau l 9:00 p . m.. 
22—To St . Paul 
31—From St . Cloud, Duluth 1:45 p .m. . . 
32—From Sioux Ci tv 2:00 p . m... 
S I—For Sioux Cl tv , Y a n k t o n 
OS—From Sioux Ci ty , Yankton 3:45 a. m... 

Leaves Bound F o r 
2:10 a. m Seat t le 

. 3-25 a. m. . 

.11-15 p . m... 
.. 4:15 a. m... 
.. 2:25 p. HI.. 
. 2.30 p . m.... 

! 7:66 a. m .., 
. 2:00 p . m.... 
. 2:S5 p . m.... 
.12:01 a. m. . 

S t Pau l 
.Grand F o r k s 

St . Paul 
F a r g o 

St . Pau l 

Sioux Ci ty 
...St. Cloud & Duluth 

MAIL ORDER DEPARTMENT 

The Satisfactory Shopping-by-Mail H e — 

Everything for Women's Wear 
Suits—Coats—Skirts—Millinery 
Waists—Underwear—Gloves, etc. 

W e stand ready at all times to adjust any complaint—refund your 
money or take goods back. Trading with us by mail will be as sat-
isfactory and pleasantas though you did your shopping in person. 

Write at eace, today, tor Free Sarlag 
ami Summer Style Book. . 

Eveiy woman who desires to be well drew-
ed at a small coat should have this book. 
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